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Insecurities 


Author's Notes: 
Basically just a short thing written out of boredom, inspired by my friend complaining she's too short (she's 
btw like a head taller than me but.nevermind :D). As probably all of my stories, its really short, so apologies 


for that. Also, I'm not a native speaker so if you find any mistakes, feel free to remind me. Hope you enjoy! 


"Alexi?" | asked into the air of our empty hotel room. He was nowhere to be found. As usual. | couldn't even 
remember why was | looking for him in the first place. Oh yeah, | think Henkka asked me if he's going out with 
us tonight. Like | would know where did our little guitarist decide to disappear this time. Stupid fucker with his 
stupid hiding. 


| checked under the bed one more time, just to make sure, and then headed for the bathroom. There he was, 
standing before the mirror, shirtless, looking as if carefully inspecting his body. When | walked in, he hugged 


himself and gave his reflection a miserable sigh. 


| froze for a moment. He didn't seem to notice me though, so | called out his name softly. His head jerked 


upwards. When he saw my face, he relaxed a little, but his features were still clouded with unhappiness. 


"Hi," he said limply. He was really worried about something. 


"What happened?" | asked. A look of slight annoyance and a stubbornly mumbled ‘nothing’ was all | got in 


response. 
"C'mon," | sighed. | always had to pry everything out of him. 

"Nothing," he repeated, louder this time and turned around to face me. | rubbed my face with my palm. 

"| can't help you if you're not gonna tell me." 

"Fine," he glared. "I just think.. | think | don't look good enough." He brushed past me back into the main room. 

| stopped halfway a breath and turned around. "Enough for what?" 

"I don't know.. just.. not enough. Not enough for myself, for others, for the world.. I'm too short and too 
fucking skinny. Sometimes | feel | look like a fucking zombie." He plopped down on the bed, resting his head in his 


hands. | sat beside him and put a hand around his shoulders. 


"Allu, you know this isn't true. Stop beating yourself up over uniportant shit." He wiggled a little with 


disagreement and | pulled him closer. "You're hot and you know that." 
"im not." 

"You are." 

"No, l'm not." 

"Yes, you are." 

"No, I'm not! You're saying this just to make me feel better." 


"Yes, you arel For fuck's sake, if | didn't thik you're hot then | wouldn't dream about fucking you last night!" | 


screamed in frustration and then realised what | actually said. 
Shit. 


This definitely wasn't the way he was supposed to get to know about my dream. In fact, he wasn't supposed to 
know about it at all. "l-l didn't mean - | meant." | stuttered while trying to come up with some clever way to 
cover my mistake up, but no way in hell | could. "Well fuck. | meant exactly what | said," | sighed in defeatment. 
My face must have been beet red. For a few seconds | didn't dare to look at Alexi. When | finally risjed a 


glance, | saw him gaping at me, color slowly creeping up its way to his cheeks. 


"You.. you what?" he asked in disbelief when he finally managed to fully process what | just said. 


"Sorry dude, l'm not repeating myself so once will have to do it for you," | snarled. He opened and closed his 


mouth a few times and then decided to speak up, his face almost the same color | imagined mine to be. 


"Well, that's.. very interesting to hear," he said slowly, following by a few seconds of really fucking awkward 
silence. "I guess I'm just gonna take a shower," he then yelped, jumped up and ran into the bathroom as fast as 
he could. | heard rustling of clothes as he undressed himself. "Oh, and remember - if you wish strong enough, 
your dreams might come true!" he yelled from behind the door before turning on the water. | could almost 


see the shit eating grin that, despite his previous embarrassment, was surely plastered on his face. 


Stupid fucker. 


